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What\'s My Name? 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s been a while since | added another story to the \'So You Want a Little Piece of the Air Raid Siren?\: 


series, so here you go! Read Ẹ Review please! Enjoy! 


Bruce drummed his fingers on the steering wheel as he drove down the street to his home. He hadn't been 
there in two days, and he was still ticked off. He knew about Axl's rather.promiscuous past, and he thought 
that he had changed in the time they had been together, but what had occurred days prior gave him doubts. 
They had had a huge row before Bruce stormed out and spent the next 48 hours at Harry's flat. 


He had confided in the bassist and the older man had given him some rather intriguing advice on how to handle 
the situation He suggested that he not end things with Axl, but rather teach him a lesson. So, per Steve's 
instructions, he had sent a text to Axl about an hour ago before he headed back to their place; the closer he 


got to it, the more nervous he got and he began to second-guess himself. 


How would Axl react to it? Would he let go of his sense of control? They were both strong-willed individuals, 
so would this finally disrupt the balance they managed to find between their two egos? He thought about 
ringing Steve and telling him what a complete idiot he had been to suggest what he did, but as he pulled up 
into the driveway, he realized that it was too late to turn back 


The house was dark when he entered, and he wondered if Axl was even home. That thought spiked his 
nervousness even higher; he went into the kitchen and raided the fridge, coming back out with a can of beer. 
Taking a few gulps on the way, he went to wait in the living room. 

He stopped dead in his tracks at the sight before him. 

Axl was seated on the arm of one of their couches, wearing nothing but a plain white shirt of his. He may 
have been a few inches taller, but Bruce was much broader, and as a result the hem of the shirt dangled 
mid-thigh; his hair framed his features in soft flames, and he wore a rather nervous expression on his face. 


Bruce could feel the front of his jeans tighten at the vision; he owed Steve big fucking time. 


Bruce schooled his expression into a blank mask, and leaned on the doorframe, taking a sip from the can. "Hmm. 


So you're still here.” 
Axl looked down as he stood and fumbled with his hands. "You umm. Y-you wanted me to wait for you..right?" 
Bruce remained silent, enjoying how flustered the younger man was. 


'|..you..you've never just stormed out like that before and..you were gone for so long..you're still mad, aren't 
you?" 

Bruce sat his beer down and approached the redhead, Axl taking a step back every time Bruce came forward 
until his back met one of the walls. Axl made a move to escape, but Bruce planted a hand on the wall on each 
side of Axl's head before leaning forward. "Going somewhere?" he breathed in his ear before tugging on the 


lobe lightly with his teeth. 


Axl shuddered against him and gasped his name. Bruce shot back, half to get a hold of himself and half to get 


his point across, his brows raised in mock-surprise. 

"What was that?" 

Color begin to stain Axl's face as he looked at his lover with a combination of confusion and desire. "W-what?" 
"What did you just say?" 


Perplexed, it took Axl a moment to reply. "Y-your name." 


"Ah! So you remember it now, huh?" 
He could see the fire flare in Axl's eyes and the other man moved to leave but was pinned to the wall once 
more. Bruce ground their crotches together and Axl let out a needy moan, he could feel and see just how 


badly he wanted him, but he fought to reign his urges in, Axl always had this effect on him. "Say it again." 


Axl huffed and turned his head, Bruce taking the opportunity to trail his tongue over the shell of his ear, a 
shaky breath his only response. "Say. It. Again." 


Another shudder and this time Axl complied. "Bruce." 


"Hmm. Its good that you know it now, but just a couple of days ago you didn't seem to recall it. Maybe | 
should make sure you never forget it again?" 


"I know your stinkin’ name, Bruce! Bruce, Bruce, Bruce! | get the fuckin’ point!" 

"Clearly you don't!" Bruce felt his own ire rise. He was the one who called someone else's name during sex, so 
why did he feel the right to be angry? When he fixed his eyes back to Axl he almost groaned aloud, he was so 
fucking hot when he was mad. He shook his head. No time to get distracted 

He reached down and trailed his hand along the outline of Axl's cock through his shirt and backed away. Axl 
glared at him with a mixture of barely controlled anger and primal need, but his gaze held firm, issuing a 
challenge of his own, Axl's eyes dropped to the ground, and when he looked back up his head was bowed 
slightly. Got him Bruce strolled over to the couch and took a seat, adjusting his position to better 
accommodate his erection. 

"So | take it you got my message?" 

Axl bit his lip and nodded from where he stood. 

"And what did it say?" 

Green eyes turned back to the carpet. 

"Axl" 

Back to him. 

"What did it say?" 


Axl let out a strangled noise, his face flushed and he was beginning to pant heavily. He was horny, very horny. 


Bruce grinned. "Come here." 


He predicted that the hard-headed man leaning against the wall would snort and tell him to go fuck himself, 
but instead he did as he was told and in a few quick strides he stood before Bruce. The brunette looked over 
at the grand piano that Axl insisted they have on the other side of the living room, and decided to try his 
hand again. 

He jerked his head over to the large instrument. "Over the piano, spread ‘em." 

And again, Axl did as he was told, bending over the piano with his face and palms on the cool surface. No 
underwear, he could see the bare outline of his arse in the thin, white cloth. Bruce got up and stood behind 


him, close enough for Axl to feel his presence, but far enough that they weren't touching. 


"What did the message say Axl?" Bruce pressed himself against him and whispered in Axl's ear. "Tell me what 


it said" 
"l-it said l-l was a bad boy, a very bad boy, and l-l needed to be punished" he whined. 


Axl reached back to grab at him, but Bruce pushed up the shirt, bringing a large hand down against his bare 
cheek. 


"Bad boys need permission to touch Axl” He brought his hand down twice more, each leaving a red handprint 


on Axl's arse. 

"Now, why are we here tonight? Let me hear it again." 

Smack! 

| was bad! | was bad and you need to punish me, Bruce! Please!" he gasped. 

He was begging for it now. Fuck 

"We're gonna play a little game. The only thing | want to hear out of your mouth is my name. No begging, no 
sounds. If you disobey me, | swear I'll fucking leave you here like this. Now say my name so | know you 
understand." 


"B-bruce." 


"Good" Bruce trailed his fingers down Axl's crack, surprise to find his opening already prepared. "Oh. So you 


just planned on me coming back here and fucking you, huh?" 


Axl closed his eyes and remained silent. Good, he understood. Bruce kneeled down and traced his tongue along 


the edges of one of the still visible prints. 


"Bruce." Axl moaned. 


Bruce spread his cheeks, the warm muscle trailing the ring that was exposed to him. Hmm, so he used the 


strawberry lube. 


"Bruce!" he cried out. And at that moment Bruce tossed out the rest of his plans for tonight, there's always 


tomorrow and he needed him now. 


Bruce stood abruptly, making quick work of his belt and fly and he pushed his jeans down to his ankles. He 
positioned himself behind Axl, his eyes locked on his flushed face as he pushed himself forward. He set a rapid 
pace -- this wasn't necessarily about Axl, this was about him -- though the chants of his name wasn't a bad 


side-effect. 


He felt the head of his cock slide against a small ridge and Axl clawed at the piano's surface. "Bruce! Bruce, oh 
Bruce!" Bruce shuffled back and pulled Axl along with him, opening up enough space for him to reach under the 
shirt to latch onto his arousal. 


Axl saw stars behind his lids as he struggled to catch his breath. "Bruce..Bruce.." 
Bruce fought to hold on as he felt his impending orgasm, but with the way his name toppled out of Axl's 
mouth in needy pants, he knew he was fighting a losing battle. His movements became erratic and he vaguely 


registered one last shrill cry of his name before he finally let go. 


Bruce collapsed on top of Axl, pulling his hand away and wiping it on the side of the t-shirt. After regaining 


some measure of composure, he eased out of him and yanked his pants back up. 


Axl bit his lip as he pushed himself up and turned to look at Bruce. "I-I'm sorry. | haven't gone behind your 


back or anything, | guess my mind just wandered and-" 


Bruce grabbed his jaw and silenced him with a bruising kiss. "Just make sure it doesn't happen again," he 
turned his back on him and left the living room, picking up his beer on the way out. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


A/N: This is completely centered around Bruce but you get to pick the next rocker you want him to be with, 
and I'll choose a random one from the comments section. So leave your hopefuls/suggestions in your reviews 


please. 


